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mean to cross the river, and so follow us to our encamp-
ment? This looked suspicious.
"Banks," said I in a low tone, pointing to the Bengalee,
"that fellow is a spy, who has followed us every step of
the way. . . *"
" I have seen him," returned Banks ; " and I also noticed
that it was the colonel's name, uttered by you, which first
put him on the alert/'
* Isn't there any . . . ?" I said.
" No; leave him alone," said Banks. " Better not to let
him know that he is suspected. . . . Besides, he has gone
now/*
In fact, the Bengalee's canoe had already disappeared
amongst the numerous vessels of all shapes and sizes,
covering the dark waters of the Ganges.
Banks turned to our boatman.
" Do you know that man ?" he asked, in a tone of
affected indifference.
" No ; this is the first time I have seen him," replied the
native.
Night fell. Hundreds of boats, dressed with flags
illuminated with many-coloured lanterns, and rilled with
singers and instrumentalists, glided here and there over
the surface of the water. From the left bank rose beautiful
and varied fireworks, reminding me that we were not far
from the Celestial Empire, where they are held in such